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One shot 


Author's Notes: 
Pure fiction. But wouldn\'t it be great if.. 


VHs Save the Music was a worthwhile cause. Each member of the band could agree on that. So they were 


excited when they were invited to participate in the annual benefit concert. 


"I think we should do something that nobody would expect from us." Taylor spoke up from his slouched position 
on the couch with his hat pulled over his face. 


"What wouldn't people expect from us?" Nate asked. 
"| don't know. Let's cover Hank Williams or something." 
"| did that already." Chris said. 


"Oh yeah. Well, it doesn't have to be him. What about, like, Willie Nelson or something.” 


"Willie Nelson?" Dave asked and shook his head. "You're out of your mind." 


"No, come on. Nobody wants to hear us do our own shit for, like, the eight hundredth time this year. We gotta 
do something totally different.” 


Dave sighed. He was completely familiar with those times when T got some hair-brained idea. The rest of the 
band would suffer as it evolved and grew in Taylor's head. Dave had to admit, a lot of times, they were good 
ideas. Like the video for Long Road to Ruin or the rhythm for Rope. It was just that the growth process for 
these ideas was excruciating. 

The leader turned his attention to Chris and Nate and Pat and started talking to them about which songs they 
should do. They had a 50 minute slot. Dave said, if he kept his bullshitting to a minimum, they could fit in 


about eight or nine songs. 

"L GOT IT!" Taylor shouted, pushing his hat back onto his head and dropping his feet to the floor. 
Four pairs of eyes looked at him and waited. 

"Paradise by the Dashboard Light" 

"Get the fuck out of here." Dave waved him off. 

"No, l'm serious. | can be the girl and you be Meat Loaf." 


"Tay, come on. That's a ten minute song. We only have 50 minutes to play with here. And no, I'm not singing 


Paradise by the Dashboard Light with you." 

"| can be Phil Rizzuto." Chris offered. 

"No! Stop encouraging him, Chris." 

"Come on, D. Nobody would ever expect that from us and it'll be hysterical. Please? People will love it!" 
Dave looked to Nate and Pat to back him up. 

Nate gave a bit of a shrug and Pat was grinning. 

"Okay, then It's settled. We're doing it" Taylor stood up. "I'll go download it" 

Oh, | already have it on my Ipod." Pat spoke up. 


"Why am | not surprised?" Dave muttered and hoped nobody realized that, when it came to Taylor, he 


generally let the blonde have his way. 

They sat around and listened to the song, soon Dave and Tay were singing along to their parts. 

"You know there's a piano part here, right?" Dave asked his drummer. 

"Yeah, | was thinking | could play it on a big, black grand piano." 

"Oh yeah? Then who's gonna drum?" 

"| can ask Drew to come down" 

Dave sighed. “Taylor. You and your big ideas. You're fucking killing me." 

Over the next two weeks, they worked on Paradise. They decided, also, that they could do about six of their 
own songs and save Paradise for a big surprise at the end. Dave was slowly warming to the idea of having a 
good time with it. He envisioned he and Tay teasing and flirting with each other. Yes, this could be a good time. 
The night of the benefit, however, Dave was nervous as he and Taylor drove over together. 


"Tay, are you sure this is a good idea?" 


‘Of course it's a good idea, Its gonna be fun, buddy. | promise. It was fun yesterday when we ran through it, 
right? And now we have back up singers since Aguilera and that other girl said they wanted to do it" 


"Yeah, remember when she said she'd do the girl part and you almost jumped down her throat" Dave giggled 
"Well, that's part of the fun. Having me do it with you" 

"| know that and you know that but | guess she didn't" 

Taylor smiled as he navigated his truck into the parking garage. They met the rest of the band backstage. 
"You guys ready to go down in flames?" 


Taylor clicked his tongue and rolled his eyes. "Would you stop? It's going to be great. Gonna bring down the 
house." 


After their sixth song, Times Like These, Taylor jumped up off his stool and scurried backstage. He waited a 


moment while the crew moved the piano into place and Drew stared at him, mouth agape. 


"What are you doing?" 


"l'm doing the female part." 
Drew shook his head. "You're fucking nuts." 


Dave stood there, looking for Tay, panic had seized his heart. "It seems my drummer had to take a piss or 


something. Hold on, you guys. We have one more song but we lost our drummer. Hawkins?" 


Taylor grinned and walked slowly back out onstage. Pat and Nate and Chris laughed and shook their heads. 


Dave's eyes grew wide. 
"Taylor, what the hell is this?" 


"Well, Dave. Since we decided | was going to do the female part on this next song, | figured I'd better look like 


one. 
He wore a long, blonde wig and an outfit reminiscent of his Everlong costume. 

"You're not fooling anybody, pal." 

Taylor sat down at the piano and winked at Dave and then gave Chris a nod. Chris began the opening guitar riff. 
And the rest of the band joined in on cue and Dave stood at his mic at the end of the piano, singing, glancing 
at Tay every now and then as he banged away on the keyboard. They sang back and forth, giving each other 


grins. 


At one point, Dave nearly missed his cue because he was too busy watching Taylor, who raised his eyes to 
Dave's when he sang, "You got to do what you can and let Mother Nature do the rest." 


When Chris spoke the Phil Rizzuto part into his microphone, the audience roared. And then Taylor screamed 


out, 

"Stop right there! 

| gotta know right now! 
Before we go any further! 
Do you love me? 

Will you love me forever? 
Do you need me? 


Will you never leave me? 


Will you make me so happy for the rest of my life? 
Will you take me away and will you make me your wife?" 


Dave almost missed a cue again because he was laughing along with the audience. He decided he was going to 


make things a bit more interesting. 

When Taylor got to the part where he spoke "What's it gonna be boy? | can wait all night. What's it gonna be 
boy? Yes or no?", Dave climbed up on the piano and slithered on his stomach up to Taylor and sang his part 
into Taylor's microphone. When they sang their parts simultaneously, their faces were inches apart. Each man 
had a grin plastered across his face. 

Taylor abruptly stood up, causing the bench to fall backwards, he threw his head back and the wig fell off. He 
was pounding the piano as the two of them sang their little hearts out, their foreheads knocking together 
occasionally. And at the very end, when they sang the final combination, they simply left their heads pressed 


Together, each man closing his eyes. 


The roar of the audience was deafening. Dave swung his legs around and, holding his guitar against his back, he 


slid off the piano. Chris, Pat, Nate and Drew all joined them in front of the piano and bowed. 

"You two are fucking crazy." Nate hissed. 

"Yeah, but it was great." Dave replied, still eyeing his blonde friend. 

At the end of the night, after a quick shower and a change of clothes, after answering a million questions 
about the song and their future plans, etc., the two friends finally piled into Taylor's truck to go home. The 
drummer started the engine but made no attempt to move the vehicle from its parking spot in the dimly lit 
garage. 

"What are you doing? Let's go." 

"D, |, um, | need to ask you something." 

"Okay." 

"Um, do you know why I chose that song?" 


"Yeah, because the idea of us doing it together was hilarious." 


"Oh. Well, yeah." And then Taylor shifted the truck into reverse. But the truck still did not move. Taylor threw 
it back into park. "No, that's not why." 


"What do you mean?" 


"What's it gonna be, boy? Yes or no?" Taylor asked in a thin, shaking voice. His hands gripped the steering wheel 
tightly and he was sure his heart was beating loud enough for Dave to hear. 


Dave strained to make out the drummer's face in the dim, orange glow cast by the gauges and indicators 
inside the truck. He remembered when Taylor leaned his forehead against his own and how, for just a second, 


he forgot that there were thousands of people watching them. In that moment, only Taylor existed. 


"Yes." Dave murmured and gave a single nod. 


